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Yogi raised his right hand to bless and to indicate that he had
-finished, the Padshah stepped down the Vishnu throne, walked up
to the aged preceptor, stood deferentially before him for a few
rseconds, and then left with the abruptness of a scared charger. For
two days he did not come out of his private chambers. Neither
did he allow any of the Begums to intrude on his self-imposed
seclusion.
On the third day, Akbar announced his decision to travel to
.Sikri on foot. There resided, amidst rocks and beasts, Sheikh
Salim Chishti, a man of God known for his piety and spiritual
attainments. He had neither money nor contacts with the outside
world. Alms by a few devout persons kept the saint's body and
-soul together. Not unoften was the Sheikh found in deep medita-
tion completely oblivious of what was happening around him.
His equation with God was said to be of total submission to His
will. He was loth to meet kings and men of wealth lest his mind
be distracted and the totality of his merger with the Absolute
'Compromised.
The news of Akbar's decision to visit him aroused his curiosity.
What could a penniless darvesh do to help a world-conquering
.monarch? There was not even a wooden stool in his hut for the
Emperor to sit on. For drink he had nothing to offer except water
from a nearby spring. Of food and fruit he had none with which
to welcome the king. The Sheikh swept his cottage, spread on the
floor a piece of time-worn cloth, and waited for Akbar's arrival.
The twenty-three dusty miles to the west of Agra were covered
by Akbar and his small entourage, which included Sheikh Muham-
mad Bokhari and Hakim Ain-uI-Mulk, in one and a half days. It was
near noon when the Emperor, dressed simply in white cotton and
-without wearing any insignia of royalty, walked up the rough-cut
flight of stairs leading to the Sheikh's hut. The latter, out of
"humility that comes from proximity to God, rushed out of his
humble dwelling to meet the royal visitor. The ensuing scene has
been attempted to be captured by many artists, but none has been
.able to fully depict the emotional depth of the meeting. Akbar
leaned forward to bow to and touch the knees of the preceptor.
The latter drew back and held out his arms to welcome and em-
brace the monarch. For a mo meat, it seemed the world had come to
a standstill and that the holy spirit had descended on the rocks
of Sikri,